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"What! so you are visiting here?*' with a look
of surprise, and as if displeased at seeing him.
"Why not?"
And, while asking himself what could be the cause
of such a display of hostility on Martinon's part, Fred-
erick made his way into the drawing-room.
The light was  dim, in spite of the lamps  placed
in the corners,   for the three windows,  which were
wide open, made three large squares of black shadow
stand parallel with each  other.    Under the  pictures,
flower-stands occupied, at a man's height, the spaces
on the walls, and a silver teapot with a samovar cast
their reflections in a mirror on the background.   There
arose a murmur of hushed voices.    Pumps  could be
heard creaking on the carpet.    He could distinguish a*
number of black coats, then  a   round table lighted
up by a large shaded lamp,   seven or eight ladies in
summer toilets,  and at some little distance  Madame
Dambreuse in a rocking armchair.    Her dress of lilac
taffeta had  slashed sleeves,   from  which  fell  muslin
puffs, the charming tint of the material  harmonising
with the shade of her hair; and she sat slightly thrown
back with the tip of her foot on a cushion, with the
repose of an exquisitely delicate work of art, a flower
of high culture.
M. Dambreuse and an old gentleman with a white
head were walking from one end of the drawing-
room to the other. Some of the guests chatted here
and there, sitting on the edges of little sofas, while
the others, standing up, formed a circle in the centre
of the apartment.
They were talking about votes, amendments,
counter-amendments, M, Grandin's speech, and M.
Banoist's reply. The, third party had decidedly gone